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Introduction

	I did not discover the abstract language as a literary technique. I did not come to it as a style, a method, or a decorative way of writing more beautifully. I came to it because I began to feel that ordinary language, the language we use to name things, describe things, explain things, and place things inside the known world, was no longer enough for the dimension I wanted to touch. There are experiences that refuse to remain inside the object. There are moments when a tree is no longer a tree, when a stone is no longer a stone, when an eye is no longer an organ of sight, when a door is no longer only a door, because something behind the form begins to tremble. The object remains in front of me, visible and physical, yet another layer begins to appear, something quieter, older, more unified, as if the visible thing were only the final clothing of a much deeper movement.

	This is where the abstract language begins for me. It begins when the world is no longer satisfied with being described physically. The concrete language says: tree, bark, branch, leaf, shadow, height, texture. The abstract language asks what stands behind the tree before it became a tree. It asks what kind of movement rises through it, what relationship between earth and sky it carries, what longing upward lives inside its body, what patience was hidden in the seed, what silence allowed it to become visible. The concrete language sees the rock as mass, weight, surface, and density. The abstract language asks what pressure, time, stillness, endurance, memory, and gravity have gathered there. It does not deny the physical world. It passes through it.

	I began to understand that abstract language is a language of passage. It moves from the revealed to the hidden, from the complex to the simple, from separation to unity, from shape to essence, from the finished form to the moment before form. It is a language that walks backward toward the birth of things. Ordinary language often meets reality after it has already become something. Abstract language tries to meet reality before it becomes completely fixed, while it is still force, tendency, potential, direction, vibration, or relationship. In this sense, abstraction is not emptiness. It is the place where things are still full of possibilities because they have not yet been imprisoned by one final shape.

	This book is my attempt to describe that passage. I write it in the first person because I cannot pretend that this is an objective system that came to me from outside, polished and complete. It is a personal discovery, a spiritual and creative vision, a way of seeing that grew slowly through architecture, writing, meditation, abstraction, intuition, symbols, and the deep feeling that reality is never only what it appears to be. I am not trying to prove the existence of the infinite. I am trying to learn how to speak with it. I am trying to develop a language that can stand at the edge of the visible world and sense the field behind it, the source, the hidden unity, the breathing intelligence that passes through matter before matter knows its final name.

	Abstract language is spiritual because it opens a dimension beyond the concrete. It is symbolic because it cannot say everything directly. It is non-linear because the infinite does not move like an ordinary sentence. It is interpretive because meaning does not arrive as a closed fact. It is layered because truth often hides behind veils. It is poetic because poetry knows how to say something without killing its mystery. It is meditative because the writer must become quiet enough to hear what wants to come through. Above all, it is a language of essence. It asks again and again: what is the root, what is the source, what is the force, what is the hidden meaning, what is the soul of this thing before it became visible?

	To enter this language, I have to change my consciousness. I cannot write abstractly if I remain attached only to physical description. I have to move from looking to listening, from naming to sensing, from controlling to receiving. I have to ask what wants to be revealed through me rather than what I want to express about myself. This is a delicate shift because the ego loves expression. It wants to say: I am the author, I am the origin, I am the one who speaks. But in abstract spiritual writing, I become less of an owner and more of a passage. I prepare myself as a bridge. Something larger than me presses toward language, and I try to give it a form without reducing it completely.

	This does not mean abandoning craft. It does not mean writing vaguely, randomly, or mystically without structure. The abstract language has its own rigor. It has rhythm, repetition, sign, contrast, texture, silence, hierarchy, distortion, fragmentation, and unity. It knows when to remove details and when to create symbols. It knows how to hold opposites together until a third meaning appears between them. It knows that two forces, life and death, movement and rest, separation and unity, concealment and revelation, can stand beside each other and generate a new being, a third reality, something that did not exist in either one alone. This is one of the secret engines of abstraction: the meeting of opposites until meaning becomes more than the sum of its parts.

	The abstract language is also a language of intention. Intention is direction. It is the inner line that connects the movement of writing back to its source. If I lose intention, the abstract becomes decorative. It begins to float. But when intention is alive, every word remembers where it is going. Intention asks whether the sentence still carries the original spark, whether the image still belongs to the deeper vision, whether the writing continues the arc that began before language appeared. Intuition becomes the compass here. It tells me when I am aligned and when I have drifted sideways. It speaks through signs, sounds, coincidences, inner pressure, sudden images, and small messages from the world. A song on the radio, a word on a sign, a passing sentence, a memory, a dream, all of them can become answers if I am holding the question deeply enough.

	Writing in abstract language means learning how to ride the waves of inspiration. Inspiration arrives as a hook, a riff, a few words, a sound, a vibration, a small cluster of energy that makes me feel that I have touched something. At first, it is fragile. It needs repetition. I write it, read it aloud, return to it, listen to it, let it become a small flame. If I surrender to it, the riff begins showing me the doorway into the larger work. The words become guides. They ask for trust. They ask me to follow them all the way to the shore, to the point where the wave completes itself in form.

	This book is therefore a journey from object to infinity. It begins with the world we know, the visible world, and gradually removes its layers. It teaches how to see the symbol beneath the form, the process beneath the object, the relation beneath separation, the silence beneath language, the intention beneath action, the unity beneath multiplicity. It is a book about writing, but writing here is only one doorway. It is also a book about perception, spirituality, creativity, and reality itself. If I learn to speak the abstract language, I begin to see that the infinite is not somewhere far away. It is hidden inside the visible, waiting for a language subtle enough to release it.

	 


Chapter 1: The Language That Moves Toward the Invisible

	I begin with a simple feeling that has followed me for many years: the visible world is not enough to explain itself. It stands before me with all its clarity: objects, bodies, streets, trees, stones, rooms, eyes, doors, buildings, gestures. Yet the more I look, the more I sense that every visible thing is only the final surface of a deeper movement. The object is the last station, not the beginning. It is the place where something invisible agreed, for a moment, to become matter. The tree is not only a tree. It is an event of rising. The rock is not only a rock. It is an event of pressure and stillness. The eye is not only an organ. It is a condition of the relation between the inner and outer worlds. When I begin to feel this, I can no longer remain satisfied with language that only points to the surface.

	The abstract language begins exactly there, at the moment when ordinary description becomes too small. Ordinary language gives me names, and names are useful because they allow me to navigate the world. I can say chair, room, street, face, river, hand, and the world becomes available for practical communication. But the name also closes something. The moment I say tree, I may stop seeing the tree. The word becomes a shortcut, and the shortcut becomes a kind of blindness. I think I know what is in front of me because I have named it. Abstract language tries to reopen what the name has closed. It says: stay longer. Remove the obvious. Ask what the thing is before it became its familiar form.

	This movement toward the invisible is not a rejection of the world. I love the physical world too much to reject it. I love matter, texture, stone, wood, light, walls, streets, bodies, weather, shadows, the pressure of a hand against paper, the sound of footsteps inside a station, the roughness of a wall touched by time. The abstract language does not ask me to abandon these things. It asks me to pass through them. Matter becomes a gate. The visible becomes an entrance. The physical becomes the body of a hidden meaning. In this way, abstraction is not an escape from reality. It is a descent through reality into the force that holds it.

	When I say that abstract language moves inside the spiritual dimension, I mean that it moves toward unity. The material world appears separated. A tree is here, a stone is there, a person stands apart from another, one object ends, and another begins. This separation is necessary for daily life. It allows us to walk, build, speak, choose, identify, and organize. But spiritually, separation is only one layer of experience. Beneath the separated forms lies a relation. Beneath relation, there is movement. Beneath movement lies a source. Abstract language tries to follow this path backward, from the divided world toward the place where things are still connected.

	The concrete language describes the thing after it has become itself. Abstract language looks for the moment before the thing became separate. It asks what common field produced the forms. If I look at a dog concretely, I see fur, movement, eyes, sound, breed, body, and personality. If I abstract it, I may first call it an animal, then a living creature, then a being, then existence. Each step removes details, and through that removal, something wider appears. The dog loses some of its physical specificity, but it gains a more universal presence. It becomes part of the larger mystery of being alive. This is the ascent of abstraction, a movement from the specific toward the universal, from the known toward the open, from the object toward the infinite.

	This ascent is not only intellectual. It changes the heart. When I see the dog as existence, the tree as rising, the rock as stillness, the human face as a field of revelation and concealment, I begin to feel that the world is less fragmented than it first appeared. The abstract language becomes an instrument of compassion because it trains me to see the shared essence behind separated forms. The old categories loosen. Objects become processes. People become mysteries. Spaces become states. Actions become values. The world becomes less like a collection of things and more like a living text written in many dimensions at once.

	This is why the abstract language cannot be purely linear. Linear language moves from one point to the next, and this is useful when I want to explain a sequence. But the infinite does not reveal itself only through sequence. It reveals itself through simultaneity, through many meanings held at once, through resonance between things that appear distant. The abstract language allows several realities to coexist without forcing them into a single explanation too quickly. A door can be an exit, an entrance, a threshold, a wound, a refusal, a birth, a separation, or an invitation. A mountain can be weight, ascent, silence, authority, vertical desire, the body of earth rising toward sky. These meanings do not cancel one another. They vibrate together.

	Here, I begin to understand why abstract language is also a language of symbols. A symbol is not a decorative image. It is a vessel that carries more meaning than it can fully explain. A symbol hides and reveals at the same time. It gives me something to hold while protecting the mystery from being exhausted. If I say “the tree of life,” the tree is no longer only botanical. It becomes a structure of existence, a relation between roots and branches, between hidden nourishment and visible expansion, between earth and heaven. The symbol allows the concrete thing to become transparent to something larger.

	The abstract language, therefore, requires another kind of seeing. I cannot only examine. I have to contemplate. Examination takes things apart in order to identify them. Contemplation allows the thing to continue speaking beyond the first identification. When I contemplate, I begin to feel the qualities behind the form. I ask: What is the force here? What is the movement? What is the state? What relation is being expressed? What wants to be born? What is concealed? What is seeking revelation? These questions move me from the outside of the object toward its inner atmosphere.

	This way of seeing completely changes writing. If I write about a mountain concretely, I may describe height, stone, snow, slope, color, and distance. If I write abstractly, I may speak of the mountain as the earth’s attempt to remember the sky, as vertical pressure, as silence made massive, as the still body of ascent. The second kind of writing does not remove the mountain. It opens the mountain into a spiritual relation. It allows the mountain to become more than itself without losing itself. This is the power of abstraction when it is alive.

	There is danger here, of course. Abstract language can become vague if it loses contact with intention. It can become fog. It can become beautiful emptiness, words floating without a root. This is why I must always return to the source. The abstract language does not mean saying unclear things in a mysterious way. It means moving from the concrete toward the essence with precision. The more abstract the language becomes, the more exact the inner intention must be. Otherwise, the words become smoke. True abstraction is not confusion. It is distillation.

	Distillation is one of the most important principles. To
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